The moft Umcntable Tragedie 

And kncclc fweete boy, the Romainc Heftorshope, 
And fwearc with me, as with the wofull feerc, 

Aod father of that chaft diflionoured Dame, 

Lord Junius 'Brutus fweare for Lucrece rape. 

That we will prcfccute by goodaduife 
Mortall reuenge vpon thefe tray tcrous Gothes, 

And fee their blood, or die with thisreproch. 

Titus. Tis furc enwgh,and you knew how. 

But if you hunt thefe Bcare whelpes then beware. 

The Dam will wake, and if flie winde yo u once, 
Sheets with the Lyon deepely ftill in league. 

And lulls him whilft line playeth on her back. 

And when he fleepcs will flie do what fhe lift. 
Youareayounghuntfmanc JMarcu^ let it alone. 

And come I will goe get a kafe ofbrafle, 

And with a gad of ftecle will write thefe words, 

And lay it by : the angry Northerne winde, 

■Will blow thefe fands like Sibeh leaucs abroad, 

And wheresyour lcflon then, boy what fay you 5 
P Herl fay mV Lord, that if I were a man, 

Their mothers bed-chamber fho'uld not be fafe. 

For thefe bad bond-men to the yo^kc ofRome. 

c Marc. It hats my boy, thy father hath full oft, 

For his vngratefull country done the like. 

Puer. And Vncklc fo will I, and if I liue* 

Titus. Come goe with me into mine Armoric* 
Lucius lie fit thee, and withall,my boy 
Shall carry from r to the Emprefle fonnes, 

Prefcnts that I i; > d to fend them both. 

Come, come, titfifore do th y meflage, wilt thou not? 
Puer. I with my dagger in their bofomes Grandficr, 
Titus. No boy not fo, He teach thee another courfe, 
Lauinia come, CMarcus looke to my houfe* 

Lucius and lie goe biauc i t at the Cour t. 
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Imarry will we fir, and weelebe waited on 0 Exeunt* 
CMarc. O hcauens ! can you hcarc a good man grone 
And not relent, or not compaffion him ? 

CMarcus attend him in hisexcafic, 

That hath more fears offorrow in his hart. 

Then foe-mens markes vpon hisbatrredfhield* 

But yet fo iuft, that he will not reuenge, 

Rcucngc the heauens for old Audromaii* Exit 

Enter Aron , Chiron and Demetrius atone dore , and at another 
dors young Lucius and another , with a bwdlcof 
weapons 7 and verges Writ vpon them • 

fliiron. Demetrius hccrcs thefonneof Lucius 9 
He hath foroe meflage to dcliuer vs# 

Aron. I fomemad meflage from his mad Grandfather. 
Puer. My Lords, with all the humblcncs I may, 

I grcetc your honours from Andromeus, 

And pray the Romane Gods confound you both# 

Deme. Gramercie lonely what’s the newesif 

Puer. That you arc both decipherd, that’s the newes. 

For villaines markt with rape. May it pleafe you, 

My Grandficr well aduifde hath fent by me, 

Thegoodlicft weaponsof his Armorie, 

To gratifieyour honourable youth 
The hope of Rome, for fo he bad me fay : 

And fo 1 do, and with his gifts prefent 
^ our Lordflups, when euer you haucncede, 

You may be armed and appointed well, 

And folleaueyou both :likc bloody villaines. Exit. 

Veme ♦ What’s heere? afcrole, and written round about? 
t Let’s fee, 

Integer vit aft elertfque pur us , non eget maury iaculis nec wens'. 
£hiren % Otis avcrfein/fmirf,I know it well. 
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